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his anatomy for your inspection and delectation. Hell ! Just
because he couldn't poll a vote on you doesn't mean that
you can't on him. And once reject his advances, shoving
him away and he'll bounce back to his eyrie, screaming
invectives, furiously scratching and letting you and all others
within range know precisely how you stand with him. Or
take a pass at his mistress and get an earful of his comments !
Marmosets are for sale along the streets of Panama. Their
hard, hairless faces of dark blue, drawn tightly across tiny
skulls framed in light-coloured hair, remind a person of the
shrunken heads of Ecuador's Jivaro Indians. Yet they're
gentle little animals, uttering cheerful twittering trills and
long-drawn chirps singularly birdlike, as they poke their
faces into flowers offered by passers-by or sit on the top of
their masters' display boards plaintively nibbling the sheets
of lottery tickets.
As the living things in the tropics increase in size they
tend to decrease in objectionability. Many of the animals
and birds make lovable pets. We always had a pair of macaws,
love birds or parakeets about the house. Responsibility for
their welfare and deportment usually fell on the cook, but she
loved them, and they her. They'd perch unconcernedly on
her shoulder and affectionately whet their beaks against her
sharp cheekbone. They were in the flour, they were in the
beans, they were tormenting the chickens. They were for
ever making an unholy mess all over the place. Once, though,
I was quartered with a white man who was as jealous of a
scrawny macaw as a dog fancier of a thoroughbred dog.
That damn bird would roost on the back of the dining-room
chairs, gnawing plaintively at the occupant's ear lobe,
occasionally reaching down and tearing off a beakful of
splinters from the chair (just to show off) and, most repre-
hensible of all, turning loose the most piercing squawks, so
close that one could feel the hot breath on the back of the
neck. He'd snatch at food, too, en route from plate to mouth,
raising holy hell if the manoeuvre failed. Yet the owner would
be furious if anybody failed to see the charm of the brute.